The mojl lamentable Tragedie 

Marrie for Iuftice flic is fo imployd. 

He thinkcs with lone in heauen, or fome where clfe, 

So that perforce you muft needs flay a time. 

Titus. Hcdoth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 

He diueinto theburninglakc below, 

And pull her out of Acaron by the heeles. 
c Marcus wearebut ftirubs,no Cedarswe, 
Nobig-bond-men,framdofthe Cyclops fize, 

But mettal Marcus, fteeleto che very backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs can beare : 
Andfith thercs no iuftice in earth nor bell, 

We will folicite heauen, and moue the Gods, 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreakcour wrongs : 

Come to this geare,youare a good Archer Marcus* 

He gitics them slot Arrowes . 

A A. Ioucm , thats for you, here ad Apollonenty 
Ad Martens, thats for my felfe, 

Here boy to Pallas, here to Mercury, 

To Saturnine^ to Cat us, not to Saturnine , _ 

You were as good to Ihoote ag^inft the winde. 
Tooitboyj-d^rcwloofewhen Ibid, 

Oftny word, I haue written to effeft, 

Thercs not a God left vnfollicited, 

Marcus Kinfmen, /hoot all your fliafts into the Court, 
We will affiift the Emperour in his pride. 

Titus. Now Maifters draw, oh well laid Lucius, 

Good boy in V rgoes lap, giue it Pallas. 

<JMarc. My Lord, I aime a mile beyond the Moone, 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Titus. Ha, hi,Pubhus, Publius, what haft thou done? 

See, fee, thou haft fhot off one HtTaurut homes, 

Marcus . This wasthefportmy Lord, when Publius foot, 
The Bull being gald, gaue Aries fuch a knocke. 

That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 


And 
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